THE SPARK

THE HIDDEN BEAUTY

I HAVE sought the Hidden Beauty in all things,

In love, and courage5 and a high heart, and a hero's

grave,

In the hope of a dreaming soul, and a seagull's wings,
In twilight over the sea, and a broken Atlantic wave,
I have sought the Hidden Beauty in all things.

I have found the Hidden Beauty where the river finds

the sea,
Or the dark cloud finds the rainbow, or the desert

finds the rain,
Where the night sails out on the Dawn Wind and the

darkness ceases to be,
Or the Spirit builds a rainbow from whirling rings of

pain,
I have found the Hidden Beauty where the river finds

the sea.                                                       10

EVA GORE-BOOTH

THE SPARK

CALM was the evening, as if asleep.
But sickled on high with brooding storm.
Couched in invisible space.   And, lo !
I saw in utter silence sweep
Out of that darkening starless vault
A gliding spark, as blanched as snow,
That burned into dust, and vanished in
A hay-cropped meadow, brightly green,

A meteor from the cold of space.

Lost in Earth's wilderness of air ?               20